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fli^ll grow Wronger then twas before, 

Caf. You aduife me Well. 

Ltg. I protcft in the fincerity oftoue and honcft kindntffe. 

Caf. I thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning , will I be. 
fecch the vertuous Defdemona, to vndertake for me ; lam defnorJ 
of my fortunes, if they chccke me here. P 

lag. You are in the right: 

Good night Lciutenant,I muft to the watch, 

Caf. Good night honeft l ago. 

lag. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the villa ine, 

When this aduicc is free I giue,and honeft, ' 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

To winthe Moore agen? For tis moftcafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdue, 

Jn any honett fuite , (he’s fram’d as fruitfully 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore. Wer’t torenouncehis baptifine, 

Allfealesand fymbolsof redeemed fin. 

His foule is f© infetter’d to her loue. 

That fbe may make,vnmake,doe what Hie lift, 

Euen as her appetite iliallplay the god 

With his wcake fundlion: how am I then a vil'aine ? 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallellcourle. 

Dire <ft!y to his good .- diuinity of hell, 

Whendiuclls will their blackeft fins pot on. 

They doe fiiggeft at firft with heaucnly {Lewes, 

As I doe now -• for while this honett foole 
Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, i • 

And fbe for him,pleadcsftronglyto the Moore j 
Tie poure this pcttilencc into his care , 

That fhe rcpealeshim for her bodyes loft; 

And by how much fhe ftriucs to doe him good. 

She flhall vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will I turneher vertueinto pitch. 

And out of her owne goodnefle make the net 

That fiaall enmefh cm all : Enter Rodcrigo,. 

Ho.w now Rtderigo ? 
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Rod. I do follow here in thechafc,not like a hound that hunts, but 
one that filles vp the cry/my money is almoft fpent ,I ha bin to night 
exceedingly well cudgeld: I thinke the iflue will be, I (ball bade fo 
much experience for my paines, as tha- comes to, and no money at 
all, and with that wit returne to pinice. 

’lag. How poore are they, that ha not patience ? 

What wound did euer heale,but by degrees ? 

Thouknowcft Wc workeby wit, and not by w'ichcrafc. 

And wit depends on dilatory' time. 

Do’ft not goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou, by that fmsll hurt, haft cafheird Caf si #, 

The other things grow'fairc againtt thr fun, 

Burfruitcstbat blofome firft .will firft be ripe, 

Content thy felfc awhile ; bi’the matte tis morning; 

Plcafurc,aad a£Hon,make the houres feeme ttiort: 

Retire thee, goe where thou art bill ted. 

Away I fay, thou (halt know more hereafter s 
Nay get thee gon. Some things are to be done, 

My wife muft mouc for Cafsio to her miftris, * 

Tie let heron. 

My felfc awh ile, to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpc.when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wifee I.rhaf s the way, 

Dullnot ocuifc by coldnette and delay, . 

• Extmt, 

Enter Cattio jwith Misfit idns and the Clewne, 

Caf, ]^/j[ Atters,play here, I will content your paines. 

Something that’s bricfe,and bid good mot cow General!, 
Clo, Why matters, ha your inftrumentsbin at Naples, that they 
fpcake i’the rtofc thus ? 

Boy. How fir, how? 

Clo, Are thefe I pray,cald wind Inftrutronts ? 

Boy. I marry are they fir; 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tayle. 

Boy. W hereby hangs a tayle fir ? 

C/a, Marry fir, by many avviude lnfnumtt l he I know.; But 
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